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"Red  said you  was  a  grey-haired bewger,"  said the diilcL
''What be a bewger, Mister?"
"Red? Oh, you mean that chap Robinson, that I dismissed for
cheek. Is he a friend of your mother's?"'
"He baint now," responded Nelly confidentially. "Mummy do
loathe the sight of his ugly mug."
'Tin glad to hear that,"' said Philip grimly. "Your mother and
I are in agreement there, anyway."
"Number One says that they wold funny men do walk about
when 'tis dark in this here girt field."
"You mean old Abel over there?" said Philip. "What funny
men is he talking about?"
"Them as lived where they moundies be ... them as had
King Arthur for their king."
''Your friend's shaky in his history, Nelly," said Philip, and
he was conscious of an agreeable warmth under his ribs as he
called his daughter by her name.
"Weren't King Arthur king in them days?" she asked.
"Not till much later, Nelly, according to most accounts."'
"Who were king in they times when folks lived on hurdles in
water?"
"Heavens, child! I don't know," groaned her father. A sharp
pang at that moment shook some nerve within him. It would be
nice to came home of an evening from the office and listen to this
child's chatter. "I wonder if Tilly would------" he thought.
But the little girl had become very pensive. She too found it
extremely nice to have someone in addition to Number One with
whom she could talk on the subjects that filled her mind. Jackie
always wanted to be the hero of every conversation! What she
liked was to enjoy prolonged speculation with someone clever
enough to know when King Arthur lived but too grown-up to
want to be King Arthur.
6 'Tis queer," she remarked, "to think of they old funny men
rowing in their boats where you be sitting now!"
But though Philip had no desire to be King Arthur, or to be
any unknown neolithic hero, he resembled Jackie in his inability
to brood for more than a minute over the mystery of the passing
of time.